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sat up. his head wagging loosely on 
his shoulders. 

"I hate your damned American 
jokes." he whispered. 


you see the lighten windows 

the arcade. I can take you in. hut 
I'm not sure that 1 can bring you 
out again. 1 count myself a dead 
man already." 

1’uc laughed. The band was play- 
ing the "Vespri Siciliani " People 
passed and r- passed, gossiping soft- 
ly. Great white moths fluttered in 
the light of the street lamps. And 
overhead the stars were 'luictlj 
luminous, like fairy lant. rns swung 
from the roof of the world 
They crossed the street and went 
fo- a* short distance along a narrow 

J.llcv. A light burned above a door- 
way. and beneath it. leaning against 
th" wall, a disreputable fellow was 
keeping guard A cigarette hung be- 
tween his 1 ips. his hands were Ihrust 
into his belt, and his hare feet were 
crossed in n pose of Absolute tnd:f- 
ferenee When he saw Gonelli he 
straightened, tossed the i garotte into 
the butter, howeled : "Before God. it - 
Carlo i lonelli"' anil vanished as if an 
Invisible hand had snatertod him into 
space They heard the soft patter of 
his feet until he hod- turned he cor- 
ner into the Esplanade 
"I pstairs. " Gonelli w hispered briefly 


out any provocation, there were tears 
in his eyes. He straightened- threw 
hack his head, and gave Pug a proud 
look: 

"For God's saJte.” he said, "let me 
die now — I'm tired." 

A shaft of light fell aslant the 
courtyard, gilding the lifted rifle bar- 
rels. the drifting clouds of dust, the 
battered walls. Like a greet gold 
coin the sun balanced on the horizon, 
and with a shock of color the whole 
world became n prism, dazzling, mul- 
tifarious. beautiful. 

Pug took Diego's pardon out of his 
pocket and tossed it to the drowsy 
officer. Then he put his arm around 
Gonelli's shoulder and steadied him 

"You poison the air you walk in." 
he said, "hut I'll get you out of this." 

Gonelli's legs were wabbling. The 
unexpecled tears had washed streaks 
across his dusty face, blackened with 
sweat and blood. He swayed, steadied 
himself desperately, tried to put the 
cigarette in his mouth, failed, whis- 
pered: "Tlamn you!" and fell slowly 
forward on his knees 

The astonished officer shook his 
head. 

"Excuse me. Signor Puc. I don't 


ble poise, carried the lighted candle 
to his bed table, then crawled very 
nimbly into bed. drawing the silk 
covers up around his chin with a per- 
ceptible shiver He lay for a moment 
w-ith his eyes closed, his head strong- 
ly silhouetted against the pillows. 
Then he spoke. 

! 'I am a Magellan. 1 hate my enemies. 
Forgiveness is both comic and degrad- 
ing It is safer to kill than to trust a 
nationalist.” 

Pug grinned. "PU tafc- the responsi- 
bility for Gondii. Mr President." 

I'. ego opened his eyes, and Pug saw 
a gleam of Are and humor in them. 
"You're a scamp." he said. "Give me 
i that pen over there and a sheet of 
paper. I make you a present of Carlo 
I Gonelli's life. He is a liar, a thief, the 
. son of seven pigs. Some fine day h" 
will stab you in the bark. Now run 
along. 1 want lo sleep. You might go 
by way of the door." 

Pug glanced at the scrawled pardon, 
folded it carefully, and went to the win- 
dow. With one leg across the sill he 
turned to wave his hand. "No. thanks." 
he said. "I might miss the sunrise." He 


T mean Gonelli. I nave a quarrel 
with him. I thought it had been set- 
tled -by the firing squad. You have 
interfered with destiny. If you will 
surrender him to me. I will spare you 
the trouble of dealing with a coward 
and a scoundrel." 

Piig shook his head. 1 mi are too 
ItjnYf. it is no trouble at all — 

"What arc you going to do with 
him**" . 

■ Is it any business of vours. 

Th--> Spaniard's eyes bashed H’ put 
his N hand in his pocket and rattled 
sivij* coins together. 'Americans will 
sell- anything — even their enemies 
How much?" 

Pug pushed back his chair and stood 
up,. "How much to twist your nose. 
JoSelito?" 

The Spaniard smiled, shrugged his 
shoulders and answered, in a cool 
voice: “It would cost you a thousand 
dollars. Americano, and your peace 
of mind. 1 advise you not to do it 
He bowed and went quickly out of 
thu ca/e, the big iron spurs at h.s 
heels Hanking on the stone floor. 

Puc whistled and turned to Gonelli. 
"Who is l hat comic opera brigand?" 

•Tou crack the whip. Signor Pug 


DAWN and EVENING 


■pUG laughed. "I know a better joke 
A- than that. Gonelli." he said. "I 
know- the story of vour life You are 
pretty well beaten. Your followers 
have vanished; your political hackers 
have gone over to President Diego 
And you. my friend, arc officially dead 
— you are lying against the fortress 
wall, a crumpled, dusty body shot full 
of holes. Tou are a rcvolutionacy 
Swiss cheese. You haven’t a cause, an 
army, or a future. Therefore we are 
going to the Cafe Albion, for break- 
fast." 

Gonelli groaned and shut his eyes 
The cab bounced -th rough rhe narrow 
slreels of the city, crossed the Piazza 
Independenza. and stopped before the 
Cafe Albion It was-? o'clock Th. 
crashing bells of the. cathedral hoga,, 
to strike ihe hour with ponderous, r. 
verberating notes. The .Cafe Albion 
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day you surrender to a stronger man. 
Then we say la-ta — good-bye V 

Pug laughed. But his eyes were on 
ti e deepening band of light in the 
east. He had no idea where Diego's 
men were leading him until they 
swung sharply around a corner into 
the piazza Independenza. Beneath 
ihe clipped trees it was very dark 
and Pug could hear the deiicale tink- 
ling of the old 'Fountain of Abun- 
dance — a I bin. gossamer sound of 
drifting spray ami high-flung jets of 
cool water. 

He thouchl: "Gonelli must hate to 
leave all this' He has no morals lo 
speak of. hut he was a good enemy." 

They crossed the square and trotted 
briskly toward the president's palace, 
a long, adobe building with an or- 
r.ale facade and a wide door flush 
with the cobbled sireet. 

The lit'le royalist laughed. "There 
is no light in President Diego's win- 
dow. H- has forgotten Gonelli al- 
ready. So much for that nationalist:" 

Pug glanced up at the palace. 
"Where is the president's room?" he 
asked. 

"Over ihe door, signore." 

There was no sign of any one save 
Ihe solitary sentry dozing near the 
entrance. Pug elenchcd his hands. 
"Its worth taking a chance." he 
whispered. "T guess I’ll try." 

He kicked off the consul's bedroom 
slippers, sending them flying above 
Diegos soldiers like two scarlet 
pigeons in full flight. Then he 
leaped for the cornice of the big 
doorway, caught it. stuck his bare 
toes into the ornate carving of the 
frame, swung hlmsel fup from the 
haleonv to the ledge above, and 
scrambled through the open window 
of President Diego's room. 

The sentry's rifle went off w-ith an 
astounding explosion, a futile spat- 
tering of bullcls against the palace 
wall. 

The room was silent and dark. Pus 
thought quickly. "There's some one 
here." and ducked. There was a 
flash, a roar and an acrid smell of 
smoke 

"Got you!" a voice cried from the 
darkness. 

"Guess again!" Tug shouted. 

tiutside the sentry was still pep- 
pering Ihe walls, and Diego's sol- 
diers. beside themselves with horror, 
were pounding on the door. Pug 
heard a scuffle of feet, a scream; 
then some one. certainly not more 
l ha n a foot aw'av. demanded in a 
tense, furious voice: "Where the devil 
are you?" 

"I'm right here. 1 m Signor T ug. 
at your service. And I want to see 
Diego." 

"Signor Pug?”' 

A chair turned over with a crash. Tn« 
unsteady voice whimpered "I cant 
find rhe matches. Dio buono. I can l 
find the matches'" 

"If I light one will you promise not 
to shoot?" 

"You're a fool.” the voice said. 

"Thanks." 


R AT a TAT-TAT! Pug woke 
with a start and sat up in 
bed. Just for an instant he 
thought: "This is New York. 
That's old I'omptnn at the door. 1 
must be late for breakfast." Then 
he realized that he uas occupying 
the spare bedroom of the American 
consulate at Mage 11a. lr was pitch 
dark and some one was pounding at 
the door. 

Rat a tat-tat! 

"Who is it?" 

The door opened, a shaft of light 
fell across the stone floor, and Pug 
saw the consul's troubled face. 

"Sorry to disturb you.” he said. 
"It s 3 o'clock, and I've just been 
awakened out of a sound sleep by a 
Squad of Diego's soldiers. They have 
bci n ringing the bell for twenty 
minutes. |t seems that they want 

You." 


VSIM.UllU.il h id risen He pu 
beck his chair and with an 
ssivo face stood watching 
noncan. He looked what he w 
plainsman, half Indian, half S' 
■d lie touched the iningina 
use ho said nothing of his 
is. Neither did he boas' 
e temper of his bandits t 


j pl'G accepted the shoes gravely. 

| stepped into them and offered the 
I sentry a cigarette, ■'You're a damn poor 
shot. Giovanni," he remarked. 

The sentry, with a cautious upward 
J look at Diego's window, brought his 
| Angers to his cap. "Viva il Signor Pug !” 
j he said und“r his breath. 

Diego's soldiers trotted briskly away. 

: their swords and spurs rattling. Il was 
dark again, the complete and impene- 
; trable darkness who h comes just before 
dawn. The stars winked out one by 
one. The air was sweet, inexpressibly 
I fresh ; little puffs of damp air came from 
I the harbor across Ihe Hat-roofed houses 

and th- tangled gardens. ' ince ihere 
was a whirring of wings and a shrill, 
fragmentary chorus of birds, as if some 
feathered traveler from behind the Chris 
tina had brought news of the coming of 
ihe great round sun. Diego's soldiers 
threaded a maze of crooked streets, 
turned at right angles, and came out on 
th* water front, where the broad Espla- 
nade dwindled into a narrow way of 
wharves, warehouses and railway tracks, 
the hcglnning of that half-moon of 
waste land which dwindles at one tip 
into the snow-white beaches of 11 Capo. 
Then, suddenly, it was quite light again, 
as if a great curtain had been lifted in 
the east Pug saw a filthy sireet pitted 
with mud puddles, dilapidated buildings, 
infinitely deserted and forlorn. Heaps 
of rubbish, loot from the American rail- 
way stores, still smoldered from the 
revolutionary conflagrations of the night 
before, and Pug ihought. "What a con- 
founded fool I am. feeling sorry for this 
fellow! He probably isn't worth saving." 

The soldiers broke Into a trot, and 
the littlest one — he of the cigarette — 
panted cheerfully: "It would be a 
pity to miss the execution, after so 
much trouble. The fortress is Just 
ahead there, where you see Ihe high 
wall." 

The sky behind the Santa Chris- 
tina was aflame now. Against ihe 
sudden glory of light the mountains 
were purple-black, like peaks in a 
Mage setting, cardboard mountains, 
fantastic and unreal. On the farther- 
most point of thrusting land the 
I Capo light still burned, a tiny white 
flame combating th< sky's conflagra- 
tion. 

The fortress gate swung open to 
admit them, and they hurried up a 
steep ramp to the courtyard. It was 
a dusty place inclosed by four high 
walls. Little knots of soldiers 
lounged in Ihe doorways and a whole 
row of dejected prisoners, ragged, 
filthy and haggard, squatted in Ihe 
dust and quarreled together over 
the stub of a cigarette. 

"This way. •Ignore." 

Diego's soldiers ran across th'- 
courtyard, plunged through a low- 
door and. threading a maze of pas- 
sageways. came out on the ramparts 
of the forthess directly above an- i 
other and smaller quadrangle. 

"Koco. Signor Pug’ The execu- 
tion." 

Pug looked down and saw the, 
firing squad directly beneath him A ' 
sleepy officer gave a command in a 
stifled voice, and all Ihe rifles were 
lifted with a precise and ominous 
rattle. Facing them, an unlighretl 
cigarette in his mouth, his hands 
rlasped behind his back. Carlo Gonelli 
Stood quietly waiting. 

Pug pushed Diego's laughing sol- 
diers aside, leaped and landed on his 
feet about two yards behind Gonelli. 
"Want a light. Gonelli?" he asked. 

The officer shouted, the rifles wa- 
ive red. and Ihe lounging soldiers In 
the background, suddenly galvanized 
into action, howled uproariously. 
Gonelli turned and met Pug's eyes 
with a look of concentrated hate and • 
despair 

"Much obliged.” he said, in a calm 

! voire. 

1 Pug grinned as he struck the 
match. “I've gut a pardon for you 
in my pocket." lie whispered. "bu' 

I play to ihe gallery if you can! A 


ipan - 
ion be- 
own 
He knew 

be as 

fluid as w :,ler anil as elusive a« quick- 
silver. Il< bad promised them the 
Fairchild mines, and her-', dancing 
w Ith cju- riia whom he hail chosen -o 
discipline, was ihe young American 
who bad rubbed th. nr.s-- of his right 
band 11 .an in the dust, ha-1 put Diego 
In control of the pnlit teal s w- itch boa t-1. 
and had promise.! p. ace and male, 
rial pr- spor it > to M age 11a. Gamma- 
nllo s • y. s narrowed as h- watched 
the disgusting speoiaM. Hut "hat 
he though' made no impression on the 
.fixed rmtnobllitv of Ills face 

Out-rita Whispered suddenly "Stop 
Am* ric.i * Her .yes fell before 
t 'a nitnaril In's stare and Pug felt her 
bod v droop in his arms. "I am afraid 
Pug laughed He lifted the girl above 
his b.-ad and. running through th- 
mm d w ith a shout of triumph, sw ung 
her up on the bar Then he stood 
beside her. snatched a glass of native 
wine from an unsteady Indian, and 
smiled down into that pool of up- 
turned faces 

"Signori," he said 'I have the hon- 
or to salute von Patriots My name 
is Pug. New York Have you got any 
i .i-th" Th-n L dare you t" bite me 
iTtmmartllo shouted, and his follow- 
ers surged forward with a roar. 
gu<>rit.i «lropi»ed tnc har *Ttn 

I Touched I here with her hands over 
|,.r ..irs Pug ran along the pol- 
ished marble counter, kicking glasses 
and bottles right and left, caught at 
an elaborate chandelier which hung 
fi..m the low ceiling swung ther. 
above the heads of the struggling 
crowd, then dropped. He fell on the 
shoulders of two gigantic vmqueros 
and knocked them down Rut h‘ 
rose again, laughing, and kicked h s 
wav to the nlatforni with the whole 
roomful in pursuit. Hr tripped ihe 
two suitar players, sending them 
sprawling headlong, and spurn tn- 
pianist right about fare with one vio- 
lent twist Then he vaulted the Pi- 
anrt. flml push*-*! it forward on in* 
..fie** or tho platform on top of a 
squirming heap of dazed nationalists 
He had no time- to feel much or 
anything hut ho knew lhai lie was 
happy He saw a sour! of flame. a 
puff of smoke. A bullet splatter- -I 
against the wall behind him 
"Butterfingers'" h. shouted. 

He picked up on.- of the guitar 
plavers’ chairs and smashed Ills way 
back to the bur Then, reaching h* 
nailed shelves, hr 
uses, bottles, and 
used the enraged 


"Carlo Gonelli is going to be shot 
at dawn. \s a matter of courtesy 
you're invited m the execution. 1 
thought I'd letter tell you." 

Pug shouted and leaped out of h’-d. 
He danced a bii when his bare feet 
touched the floor. "Where's my mat? 
Great Scott. Gonelli mustn't he shot." 

The consul smiled raiher wearily 
and Sat down on the edge of Pug's 
bed dangling his feel clear of th*‘ 
cold floor 

"Yesterday." he said. "Gonelli was 
your enemy. You rubbed his impu- 
dent nose in the dust. What hap- 
pened? The Magellan? have forgot- 
ten all about him. A defeated leader 
is a dead leader. You can't possibly 
save him." 

"Why? ' 

"Diego's orders. You may be the 
polllieal matinee hero of the hour, 
but Diego commands the tiring squad. 
No. my dear fellow; J advise you to 
go tn the execution and to behave 
like a gentleman — a Magellan gen- 
tleman." 

Pug was struggling into his clothes. 
He tied his tie in a bow-knot, thrust 
his bare feet into a borrowed pair of 
the consul's bedroom slippers, and 
grabbed his hat. "Hanged if I'll do 
anything of the sort.” he laughed. He 
brushed by the astonished consul and 
took the stairs four at a time. 


imiD THE GIRL ABOVE HIS HEAD AND SW I NG HER IT ON THE BAR. THEN HE STOOD BESIDE HER. SNATCHED A GLASS OF NATIVE 

W INE — AND- SMILED DOW N INTO THAT POOL OF I PTI RNED FACES. 


The sky was still patterned with ™ HE match flared and Pug saw 
•tars, but Pug saw a band of light. I j» re8 *dent Diego standing before 
very wan and faint, behind the saw- a hiRh b)ack ma rt>le mantel. A tall 
tooth peaks of the Santa Christina^ mirror i oom ed behind him. Diego 
It was the mere ghost of dawn, yet 

he could fancy the swift coming of was wearing an old-fashioned night 
the tropic sun. a flaming rocket that shirt, and his thin old legs, very 
would soon Illuminate the world. Ma- ,,p llu |i shanked, were as bare as an 
Fella was asleep after the terrors and ‘ hin - s Hiu heaV y crop of white 
glories of the '■night. All the blinds sending erect like a lion s 

were dra*n. the wooden courtyard hi * cv-aterof Cy-atersville 

door* were closed anti barred; even looked as if they might 

the Sireet lights flickered faintly, as nu , o„ hurriedlv aTkfw 

an' , ‘^f“,^^r acr,re " 4n * ^ fe' «,553 SVug. Minting his m: 

•■Where In'' pile aaketl volver straight at the sputtering 

a 'f i,^^ 

S Silifii ^ h of cigar- 

•ttes. and offered one to the eager biedly. passionately . with all the con- 
little rovalist. They paused to share viction he could muster: President 
he match that-Pug struck against a Diego, they nay Carlo Gonelli is go- 
itone wall, then hurried on again. in * to "hot at dawn — In a few 
tide bv aide. Pug asked, casually: minutes 1 want you to pardon him. 

•Did they give Carlo Gonelli a faif After what you promised your people 

'rial - "' on ,hat balcony tonight — fair play. 

The royalist took a deep breath, freedom, democracy, justice— can you 
-lew a cloud of smoke through his permit any man, even your enemy, to 
-ostrils and nodded violently. "SI. he shot without a fair trial? Gonelli 
ignore. They asked him many ques- is a scoundrel, but he is also inlclli- 
lona. Was he a nationalist? Yea! gent. He would be a useful man in 
lad he sought to best ray his coun- Magella. After all. what did he do? 
ry? He said ’So" lo that! So they [lie led a hand of cutthroats against 
trung him up by the wrists from|the American workmen at Santa 
'he chandelier until he gave them the .Christina because be honestly he- 
•ight answer. They railed him tral- ( Sieved that the mines belong to Ma- 

or and stuck their swords into "his . g-lla Ii was piracy, and «v pun- 


Xow. you see. I dance. In return fori The cafe was crowded. A bar ran !"■''' 
my miserable life 1 dance like a train- along one whole side of the long. nar-]" ini 
ed hear. That was Pedro Cammarillo." row room. Behind It. shelves full of 1 "''j 
"Who is he?" glittering glasses and bottles anotwo j , ‘ 

"A wealthy landowner — half Span- or three enormous mirrors were un- • ” 
iard. half Tapadas. He comes from broken — the only bar in Magella to ' • ' 
behind the Christina. He is the lead- escape the revolutionary vandals. OB|*' al 
er of the nationalists.'.' a raised platform at the farther end 

"Good Ixird'” Pug groaned, "are of the room two boys were playing f* 8 *] 
there i wo of you?" guitars. A crowd of men stood about j bo '' 

"l. fought Caminarillo's battles. Sig- a cleared space watching the danc-j“ ; 
nor Pug He could have raised an • ers — tall plainsmen in gaudy ponchos, t 
army of his own. but he preferred to Neapolitans, the dregs of the foreign 
lot me risk my unimportani neck. I population. Chinese, spectacled Ger- , e ' 
was— how do you say in English? — mans wearing pongee coals and din- 
the goat!" gy straw hats, the inevitable mozo. I”' r 

"Well." Pug demanded. "What Indians, vaqueros. young raneheros " ,nr 
next?" whose enormous hats towered above 

Gonelli glanred around the cafeand the crowd, one or two soldiers, and ''** 

lowered his voice. Pug saw that his 'he ragged remnants of Gonelli's hired J’’" 
hand was trembling. But the look nationalists. 

he gave the American was steady A cloud of smoke hung under the f"' 
enough. "The answer is simple You ceiling. The air was close anti fetid, ' n ‘‘ 
are in control of the Fairchild mines. 'i*<e a whiff from somt. Infernal fur- 
Diego is behind you. Cammarillo nace. There was an incessant clap- E “ 
will form a new party, stage a revo- P' n R of hands, a loud, insistent shuf- 
lution and destroy you if he can." fling of feet, a roar of voices singing ’p' 
The defeated nationalist took a passionate refrain of Ihe dance 1 

spluttering drink of coffee and said music. 

in a tense, passional' whisper: "I cry Pug elbowed his wav through the bar 
with you Viva la liberta! But Ma- crowd. He bad forgotten Gonelli. air 
gella's fetters will have to be struck He -stood on the rim of the danc ng 
off on.* by one. Signor Pug. and lhejfl ,,or - looking for Cammarillo. He i 
heaviest chain of all is Cammarillo " | »'«s not surprised at the crudeness of 1 nn ' 

Pug stretched his arms above his hl " feelings. j wal 

head and grinned happily. "Where * * * * j . -y 

docs your fire-eating co-star hang .,i.; Was farther fro... -..i, I ask 


understand. This fellow is as good 
as dead. You would better let us 
finish him." 

Pug shook his head. "Not now. 
Isater. perhaps — if he doesn't behave." 

He put his hands under Gonelli's 
arms and lifted him. Half carrying, 
half pushing th.- nationalist, he got 
him across the quadrangle, through 
the twisted passageways lo the court- 
yard and Into the streets, a crowd of 
officers nnd soldiers trailing behind. 

A cab was waiting in the muddy 
piazza before the fortress. Pug put 
Gonelli aboard, climbed in beside him. 
and they drove toward the city, the 
cabbv era-king his whip over Ihe 
ambulating skeleton called, by cour- 
tesy. a horse. The nationalist was 
propped against Pug, as limp and 
flabby as a corpse. 

"Is he dead, signore?" the cabby 
asked, politely. 

"I hope not." 

"Yesterday he was very much alive 
His pockets were full of money and 
his mouth was full of pretty prom- 
ises. What are you going to do with 
him. signore?" 

"Hanged if I know." 

Th- cabby rolled a cigarette with 
one deft twist of his free hand, stuck 
it in tin- corner of his mouth and 
shrtigg-'d his shoulders Th*- sun had 
climbed out of the sea. People were 
stirring in the streets. The market 


long narrow- room, with its Immens* 
mirrors and elaborate chandeliers. ha<: 
been pul in some sort of order aftei 
th*- destructive riots of two days be- 
fore. Waiters were polishing the mar- 
ble tables anil a handful of royalist of- 
ficers. released from guard duty, were 
gosspiing in a corner. Pug steered th. 
reeling, bloodstained, furious 
to n tntite nnd ordered coffee 
came 


-Gonelli 

When it 

Gonelli drank hurriedly, the 
••up trembling in his hands. Then with 
a perceptible effort he pulled himself 
together, glared at the astounded roy- 
alists. and whispered: "What's the 
game?" 

Pug leaned back in his * hair. "I had 
an idea you might like to tight on the 
right side." 

"Your side?" 

"Perhaps. You remember what a 
certain great man said about making 
the world safe for democracy? This 
corner of the globe isn't safe yet. 
Not by a long shot: You Magellan? 
are Mark, dumb crazy. An-1 selfish. 
And blind! You go about stabbing 
each other in the back as a pastime. 
You're too proud to work for a liv- 
ing You hire men to fish" ’ 
and to die for you 
with prejudices a thou 

! i.-pcrstif ions handed 

from 


for you 
You're ail caked 

sand years old, 
clown t o you 
Ihe idc-l worshipers of anti- 
quity And Some of you Italians and 
Spaniards who have come h- re In the 
last twenty years — are exploiting 
Magella for your own benefit." 

"And you?" Gonelli asked. 

"Perhaps Ihe Fairchild Company 
has done lhas in the past. But I'm 
here to see that Magella has a square 
deal in the future." 

Pug threw bark his head. "There's 
something about this country worth 
living for. worth fighting for. Look 
at vour saints, your poets, your 
statesmen! The graveyards are full 
of martyred priests and assassinated 
presidents. Waste! See here. Gonelli. 
It makes my blood boil to look at 
that magnificent, empty harbor out 
there and the leprous beggars on the 
ralhedral steps. Some day Europe 
end America will know their way 
blindfold'd into this port. And there 
8 r'-n't going to b*- any hired spies 
ainl howling anarchists. Can't you 
see it" Wide streets, shops with big 
plate-glass windows, theaters, hotels, 
automobiles, wonderful railways run- 
ning hack inlo ih'- provinces, munici- 
pal -locks along the water-front, big 
ships coming and going. Peace!" 

For a moment Gonelli was silent. 
He stirred his coffe- gently. Then he 
l-aisetl his eyes. "Signor Pug." lie 
said, "all of my family were Gari- 
baldini -they wore the red shirt and 
fought and died for liberty-. I like to 
figlc. Almost. 1 iiko to die. liut not 
quite You saved my life today. 
Bene! You crack the whip and I'll 
dance." 

Pug shouted. "You're a man of 
talent. Gonelli. But 1 don't trust you 
around the corner." 

"1 am a visionary. Signor Pug. an 
idealist. You are a materialist with 
an inspired sense of the dramatic. 
We ought to get along very well to- 
gether I have no friends. When 
you defeated me the nationalists 
w.-nt to Diego. There isn't a con- 
fessed nationalist in Magella this 
morning. Every one is a royalist. 
Every one is watching you. not be- 
cause you promise them reforms, but 
because you sit a horse like a plains- 
man. shoot straight, laugh when 
you're afraid and take whal you 
want." 

"Gonelli." Pug said, "you and 1 are 
fighting for the same thing. I came 
down here to protect the Fairchild 
mines and to put a railway into the 
Marias. You and your hired soldiers 
tried to block me. For patriotic rea- 
sons? As a matter of fart. Magella 
will benefit by the railway as she 
w ould never have benefit ted by your 
brand of patriotism — anarchy, selfish 
ambition and disorder.” 


f Jim 


illo's pleasure. Do you know w '>h murder. There were no laws, 
t that means? Thirst, starvation, only insane Ideals, lofty intentions 
,, .. . and flabby morality. Pug felt like a 

ig did not ( -Mn.r Pa h?nod r modern l,on Quixote from Manhattan, 

rpffec. put the tottering, blood- ti | Iin)f al shadows. These mad pa- 
led nationalist into a cab. and tr j ots would go on strangling, plun- 

r t0 .a ,h c nal^H-Ved derins and d >'hF until some miracle 

ng the Cafe Albion paral.vzed made plain the insane futility of their 
curiosity. The consul s Indian struggle. Then, perhaps. Magella 
helped him to get Gonelli into w -ould be safe S 

and bet vveen they washed the Th „ mU8!l . stopped; the danrers. 
nds in his hark and side that had panting and laughing, swept hack 
inflicted during the night by the against the watching crowd, and Puc 
-us sword points of Diegos mill- saw a girl standing alone in the cen- 
examiners. Gonelli smoked a ter of the cleared space H.-r smooth 
n cigarettes, shut his eyes, and hair was held in place bv a gilt comb 
nothing. "I m no' dead, arter she wore a shawl over her shoulders 
he thought. He liked the beat- and a tight calico skirt She stood 
of his own heart, steady, sure motionless, her eves on the crowd 
vital Hie heart that might have smiling a slight, disdainful smile that 
perl with the coming of the sun. was provoking and audacious 
iked the warm taste of tobacco "Querila. sonic one called. In a 
lis mouth When Pug anil the thiik voice, "dance for us!" 

*n boy had gone, leaving him The girl shrugged an. I looked over 

ic blessed luxury of elean sheets her shoulder at the guitar plavers 
deep pillows, he lay still, watch- Then, slowly, w ith her hands on' her 
ihe thin slivers of sunlight he- hips, her eyes closed, and her lips 
n tlie rlosed blinds until they parted, shr began to dance. The gui- 
faded into rose, into violet. Into tars swept into frantic melodv the 
r. into the complete blackness of staring raneheros shouted, and' there 
t. began again the thumping of feet and 

* * * * '■ lp clapping of many palms Some 

; opened the door and looked at ’’r ' d on '!j* pla,f ® rn ' ■>' 

1 ‘-nfl °f «h" room and smote the piano 

his enemy. He could see noth- with a crash, yucrita was dancing 
of him. save the glowing tip of Ihe tango — not the tango of the hou- 
•igaretle. in Ihe opaque and im- J?'' a r ds - nor " f Broadway, nor of 
. , . . „ Michigan avenue — the tango of Hie 1 

trable darkness of the room. South American dance l-tll. she was! 
's k o'clock." he said. “IN'e got seductive. malicious. implacable. ! 
• fresh clothes for you. Put Slowly circling the c-fjwd of eager' 

I on. '' *“ r *‘, wist”* Dammar- BBC* Gon ""' whispered, touching Pug's 
onale to twist Cammarillo s arm: “fammarilln »alitim-n.-» 


l*n*1d. Mead A fte. t 


Fruit by Steamer. 


pKFORK fast rail transport ths 
*-* family table was supplied with 
fresh frill's and vegetables only when 
such things were ripe in one's own 
neighborhood and crop loss there 
meant that no fruits and no vogeta- 
co u 1-1 he had Express trains, 
freights and refrigerator oars 
carry fresh and perishable food 


fas! 


growers there and tends to raise 
prices to all consumers in lhar neigh- 
borhood. does not leave the table bare. 

is met by bringing 
tln-r neighborhoods, 
of fresh foods by 
progress and fruits 
' ing sent across 

fruits from as 

far west as California are sold in Ihe 
fruit shops of Europe and this trade 
is. perhaps, in its infancy. Fruits, 
especially Virginia apples, have found 
a wide market in Europe. In the fruit 
shops of Washington anil other east- 
ern cities pears, peaches and grapes 
from Africa are on sale in winter. 


The deficiency 
produce from ■ 
Transports I i->n 
ship is making 
and vegetables are I 
the seas. American 


/- •O.N'HLLI was not paying attention. 

He was staring beyond Pug with 
wide eyes, in which there was a sud- 
den flash of terror. Pug turned 
quickly. A man was standing be- 
hind his chair — a small fellow with 
a dark-brown, lean face, black hair, 
a sharp nose and the sloping, muscu- 
lar shoulders of a fighter. 

he said 


A SLEEPY OFFICER GAVE A COMMAND IN A STIFLED VOICE AND ALL THE RIFLES WERE LIFTED WITH A PRECISE AND OMINOIS RATTLE. 

FACING THEM. CARIA> GONELLI STOOD Qt IKTLY WAITING. 


little vaudeville the crowd loves it! 
Heroic stuff. That's it. take your 
time." 


was already crowded. Beneath Im- 
provised canopies made of straw and 
bright-colored strips of cloth. Indian 
women sold fruit.-, sweets and to- 
bacco. A long string of mules trotted 
in front Ihe plains, laden with vege- 
tables. and driven by shouting men 
w ho ran beside the animals, oblivious 
of the heat and Ihe suffocating clouds 
of yellow dust. 

"Where to?" the cabby asked, pull- 
-ttg the skeleton up with an astound- 
ing jerk. 

"To ihe Cafe Albion " I'ug answered. 

H*- glanerd a! Gonelli. The nation- 
alist's eyes were open, and he stared 
at Pug with a look that was both 
hostile snd curious, venomous and un- 


“I thought you were dead, 
in Spanish. 

"I am very much alive, 
answered, "thanks to this gentle- 
man." 

. "Ah!" The Spaniard turned and. 
half closing his little black eyes, 
examined Pug front head to foot. His 
fingers were covered with silver 
rings; he wore an elaborate - flowered 
vest and a corduroy jacket. He blew 
a cloud of cigarette smoke into Pug's 
face, waved his hand, and asked: 

"What will you take for your pris- 
oner?” 

"My prisoner?" 


-cm. t nj 'o'" o" "“nos ""c mun-ijru *■» turwaro io me • Hostile and curious, venomous ana un- 

tlU y» t follow jou. Lntii some • LremMin*. But Diego, with Admira-l match Pu* held for him. Then, with- certain. He made a violent effort-and 
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